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never obscures for a moment. But who can think of Beethoven,
or even of music, whilst Isaye is Titanically emphasizing himself
and his stupendous accomplishment, elbowing aside the con-
ductor, eclipsing the little handful of an orchestra which he thinks
sufficient for a concert in St James's Hall, and all but shewing
Beethoven the door? The fact is, he has created himself so re-
cently that he is not yet tired of the novelty of his own consum-
mated self. As soon as he exhausts this theme, and devotes him-
self without a grudge to music, his position will be beyond all
question. At present he is more interesting as a prodigy than
delightful as an artist. I may add, with reference to the orchestra,
that I was glad to have an opportunity of once more seeing Mr
Cowen and several of the Philharmonic band at work together.
Somehow, I never hear of a Philharmonic concert now until it is
over. This troubles me somewhat; for though I never bear malice
towards people who honestly admit that their performances will
not bear criticism from my standard, I cannot help thinking that
there must occasionally be a Philharmonic program which would
pass muster with me.

At the vocal recital given by the Henschels at St James's Hall
on Friday last, my equanimity was upset by an outrage per-
petrated on me by the concert agent, the same being nothing less
than my eviction from the corner seat to which The "World has
a prescriptive immemorial right, and the sandwiching of me into
a place which I could not reach or leave without pushing past a
row of people and making a public disturbance. I denounce the
proceeding as a revolutionary one, and demand of that agent how
he would like it himself if he had to go to thirty-three concerts
every afternoon from Easter to Midsummer, and could not
possibly avoid either arriving late or leaving early at every one
of them. How would he like to feel as I do when I see the eyes of
those young ladies who have been told the secret of where the
celebrated critic sits, turning with awe and curiosity upon some
impostor thrust into the seat which is morally mine? I hope that
no personal consideration shall ever induce me to set down a
word that is not scrupulously weighed in the balance of Justice;
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